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What Do You Eat?

Eleetrie Light Flour

Has Long Been a Favorite.

The mill bas jost been remeodeled. and the

Flour is better than ever

IF YOU LIKEGOOD BREAD

GIVE IT A TRIAL.
Electrie Light Flour s mude by
WORK & OO.
only, but SOLD BY ALL Gn.?cn:na.
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DEMOCRATIC PRESS,

RAVENNA ROLLER MILIS

——
P, O. WOOD, Proprietor,
AP oTUXERS XD PRALERS I

Best Brands of Roller “Flour

=

RAVENNA, O.,, WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 25, 1893.

WaoLze No. 1270.

= p—
ALL KINDS OF FEED.
Delivered to any/partof the Citw

B Try our * DAISY * Brand of Flour.

CAprrTAL, '$roo,ooo.
SurpPLUS, $20,000.
st Faxronar Banx
OF RAVENNA, OHIO.

Cuas, MEerTs, President.
H. L. Hixg, Vice Pres't.
R. B. Carnanan, Cashier.

DIRECTORS,

Chas. Merts, H. L. Hine,
H. W. Riddle,

Orrin Stevens.

YOUR BUSINESS IS SOLICITED.

C. S. Leonard,

Blackberries,
Raspberries,
Huckleberries,

Sxconn FoarronaL Fan,
-—0r—

RAVENNA, OHIO.
CarrraL Pamm Up, $150,000

In U. S. Bonds.

U. S. Bonpsof all kinds bought

and sold, and exchanged at cur-

rent market rates.

U. S. Courox Four PErR CENT
Bonps on hand for immediate

delivery.
G. F. RosinsoN, President.
C. A. Reep, Vice Pres't.|
Wwu. H. Beesg, Cashier.
F. H. Carnauan, Teller.

Brown’s Bakery.

Corner of Main and Prospect Btreets,
makes a specialty of

FINE CAKES.

— ALBO—
FRESH BREAD, BUNSR{ROLLS
and CAKES, every day.

We use the best material, and take
to have all our goods first class,
ALL AND BEE Us.

. C. 8. BROWN,
Corner Main and Prospect Sts. (116

REAIL ESTATE!
For Sale, at a Bargain,

HOUSE and about 1 scre of land, on Jones St.,
Ravenna, with all kinds of improvements.

TWO HOUSES and three Lots near Cagholic
Cemotery.

NICk LOT in Meadville, Pa.. on s princlpal
Bireet, worth about $800, which I wiah to ex-
change for Bavenos property.

BEVERAL FARMS in Portage and Bummié
Counties, for sale or exchange.

HOUSE and one acre, one mile west of Ravenna

FA 36 wores 1% miles west of Ravenna
h&hom and good barn.

Also, MONEY 10 LOAy, on short notice.

J. R. BURNS,

Real Eatate and Insurance Agent,
1148- HENT, O.

Business Cards.

E. 8. WERN, JOHX PORTER,
Garrettaville, 0. Bilackstone Blook, Havenn

WEBB & PORTER,
Attorneys and Counsellors at Law.
015 BLACESTONE BLOUK. BAVENNA, O.
O LOAN.~Money 1o loan on Farm Prop-
erty. WEHB & PURTER,
1064-1y* ituvenna, 0.
C. H, GRIFFIN,

ENT1S5 T.—Uilice over_Kirst National
Bank. oflice houis 1yom *a m, W6 p. m

H. H, SPIERS,

MYSICIAN ANDSURGEON, Ofiice
iz Blackstone block, over the Republican
villce. Officcopeu ut all bours,

J. H, DUSSEL,

TTOKNEY AT LAW, and NoTasY
FUBLIO. Lounsel in buglish and German
ension bueiness acd toreign correspondence
solicited. Agency lor relisble Stesmship lines
Oflice over ¥iawh's Clothing Slore, Mavenny, O

J. H. NICHOLS.

Attorney at Law and Notary Publlc. Ofice
in Phenix Block over Becond National Bank,
Eavenna, Ohio.

8. F, HANSELMAN,

TTORNEY AT LAW,
vitice In Blackstooe Blook,
(NAE) Kavonna, 0.

L T. BIDDALL. €0, ¥. DUUTEITT.
BIDDALL & DOUTHITT,

Attormcys at Law.,
Office in Phenix Block, Ravuxsa, O

J. W. HOLCOMBE,
TTOBRNEY AT LAW.
Telephone No. 68. Room 12, Riddle Blook

BRavenna, Oklo. 1118-15

HARRY L. BEATTY,
TTORNEY AT LAW, NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office, Boom 18, Riddie Block,
1119-1y Eavenna, Ohlo.

STONE STORE.

Drugs,
Druggist’'s sundries,
Perfumes, ‘
Toilet Powders,
Toilet and Medicated
soavs,

FineQHairgand Tooth
Brushes,
Artists’ Paints and}
Brushes,

Sponges,
Chamots Skins.

TRUSSES.

Celluloid and Hard Rubber a

Specialiy.

Peaches,
Pears,
Plums,
Beans,

SEASONABLE.

Our stock of canned goods is large, embracing

Pine Apple,
Cherries,
Apricots,
Tomatoes,
Peas,
Succotash,
Kornlette,

And Celebrated “City of Rome Corn.”

Risdon & Taylor.

that does not fit your head?

We assure you that we will

in Portage County.

Our Clothing
Stands far above
The common level
Its Foundation

Is Solid Merit.
Like the Pyramid,
It stands the wear
and tear of the
weather and

hard usage.

est opportunities the public
goods at manufacturver’s cost,
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B. HESKINS,

at
If 80, come to

T16 Rachestr Clohing Mg Co

give you the BEST FIT-

TING HAT, and for less money than any other dealer

Q-+PER-+CENT+DISCOUNT!

For the next 30 days, commencing Jan. 2nd, on all our
Winter Goods, In order to make room for our immense
Spring Stock, we have concluded to make a bona fide
SPECIAL DISCOUNT. This will be one of the great-

ever heard of to purchase

Don’t Fail to Attend This Sale!

As it will be to your interest.

DO AN ™ & STUSESSNE
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Manager.

CAS

Think of it! Read it again!
Don’t buy eheap. shoddy goods,

And extremely low prices on them.

sen ted

— e
BUY ERS

1y
Will you kindly remember that we are sfill eatting prices

Below all Competition.

You see we are strietly in it on lowest prices.
They look well, but are dear at any price.
Examine them criticslly, then come and compare with ours.

Also,

SeE [ur New Spring Loods!

Never eould you get so good value for
so Jittle money. And remember, toojthat our goods are guaranteed as repre

RAvENNA, O.

assortment of

Lovers of the Beautiful

-Will find many things to admire in our splendid

-

Pictures, Frames,Easels,

Mouldings, Toilet Cases,

Fire Screens, Etc., Etc.

=

able prices.
No. 4, Opera Block.

Our stock of these goods is the largest in the city,
and we shall be pleased to supply your wants at reason-

J. H. OAKLEY.

Too Much.

He had trundied welghty triplets when his
7

wife was wrapped In glumbe

He had got up every morning and had butle
the kitchen fire;
He bind pounded on her carpets and had sa%ed
up cords of lumber,
And had stretched with endless patieoce
 several miles of stiff clothes wire.

He had sworn off on his smoking just to help
her on her missions.
And had matched whole colls of ribbons
with no thought of the disgrace:
He had eaten several samples at her cooking
exhibitions,

With a moaning in his stomach and a smile
upon his face,

He had borne the ghirts she made him, and his
coursge ne'er forsook him;
He had stood the socks she darned him,
though the agony was kean;
He had worn her colored neckties, though his
dearest friends sll shook bim,
And the clothes that she selected he dis-
played with bumble mien.

But when one night she showed him gome pa*
jamas she had made him,
And Infogned him ahe expected that In them
he wonld abide;
Hegqua led before this torture and the thought
of It dismayed him,
And be gaveone look remorseful, and he lay
right dowp and dled.
—Clothier and “urnisher.

| MISS BAXTER'S BLINDNESS

The dining-car.- was in a shimmer of
light. The dead white of heavy linen,
the opalescent glare of glassware and
the quiet gleam of silver trembled to-
rether in the swift motion of the train.
liss Baxter, who had but recently left
her berth, dropped into a seat and
leaned back n moment, dazed by this
lavish waste of color. Meanwhile, the
insistent sunlight took liberties -~ with
the dull brown of her severaly brushed
bair, ran burning fingers through it
and edged it with coquettish gold.
Then she hastened to draw the curtain
and throw a blue square of shade over
her corner of the table, sighing as she
settled down again, and all the painfal
scene of the evening before came surg-
ing back.

She felt half a notion to lay her head
ou the table and cry outright. Shs
glanced down instead and fingered her
ring—his ring—while her glasses grew
misty. She wondered whether she
should have kept the ring, now that it
no longer meant anything. The ques-
tion was vet undecided when she
pulled herself together with a visible
tremor and turned to the menu card.
Dining-car breakfasts were not timed
to wait on the settlement of subtleties
in ethics, particularly after the steward
has made his “last eall.”

In the few minutes Miss Baxter had
been in the car she had not noticed
her companions. As she raised her
head she was startled to see a familiar
face dimly taking shape across the
table. She had removed her glasses
and was about to press her handker-
chief to her eyes, but she put them re-
solutely on again and looked fixedly
through her misty crystals.

“Mr. Woodson, where did you come
from?” she demanded at length, as his
well-known features gradually took
definite shape before her.

Woodson did not speak at once. He
was noticing how her bair would tum-
ble down in wayward ringlets in spite
of her efforts to keep it staidly back,
and how her cheeks persisted in dimp-
ling, however resolutely she shut her
lips together. Then he said:

“From New York, of course. Does
my dress smit look as though I'd
boarded the train in these rural pre-
cincts? I thought you knew the cut
better.”

“Do you mean to say that you've
been on this train all this while—after
—after last nizht?® Miss Baxter asked,
with slightly ﬁeigl:lened color.
“(zuessed it the first time,” Woodson
exclaimed, brightening. - “I tell you,
Grace, you should have gone into the
law instead of art. You'd have been
great on cross-examination.”

“Never mind, Mr. Woodson, you
seem to forget that I prefer to make my
own career—we've discussed that be-
fore, however. And so you've beenon
this train ever since I have?” she con-
cluded reflectively.

“A little longer, in fact. I made a
mistake and got here half an hour
early—read the time table backwards
—hence the clothes. But now, see
here, small zirl.,” Woodson went on
with great deliberation, shaking ont
his napkin into his lap, and gazing in-
to the Llurred, blne depth of Miss
Baxter's glasses. *“See here, now, do
you suppose just because a girl jilts
me—" Miss Baxter here interposed a
deprecating gesture—*“yes, I repeat it.
Do you suppose, just because a girl
jilts me, and T have reason to believe
is going to the ends of the earth to get
where she will never see me aguin,
that my sense of responsibility ends
till I've seen her safely where she wants
to go? No, I've made New York unin-
habitable for you, and I shall make
what amends I can by chaperoning
you to Colorado or Kamchatka or
wherever it is you are going. Now,
what shall I order for breakfast?”
“Harry, you're cruel. You know
Mr. Fleming was going ont there for
the color, and 1 thought it would be a
good chance to continue my outdoor
work.”

“Fleming! That prig! Well, I didn’t
know before that he was going. I see
there is still more reason why I should
go now—and stay.”
“But I forbid you doing any
foolish thing.”

“To tell the truth, Grace, I thought
of staying all the time—of going into
some business there.”

“*Why, you never told me of it be-
fore.”

“Well, I never thougzht of it till after
I left you last night. Then it occourred
to me that I might go into sheep, or
cattle, or somen'fling like that.”

“At Manitou?”

“Why not?”

“1t's a summer resort.”

“So much the better. 1'd only want
to be there in the summer, anybow.”
“Harry, you're & trifler.”

“Well, I can peel an orange, anyhow
—if you'll allow me,” Woodson ex-
claimed, taking from her hand the one
she was making a sad mess of.
“Harry, I never can forgive yon for
doing this,” Miss DBaxter concluded,
after a moment’s contemplation of the
whirling blur of green through the car
window.

“Well, | never could have forgiven
myself if I badn’t—and there it was,”
he asserted dispassionately, laying the
pulpy, broken sphere of the orange be-
fore her.

It is quite a jaunt from Manhattan
to Manitou; but one morning they ex-
changed the cushioned weariness of
the train for that blus hollow of the
hills, with its gayly-colored roofs and
gables showing here and there up the
canyon, like a scattered troop of but-
tertlies. Then life become one long
breath of delight. What color there
was! The earth seemed hung in some
rarer medium than common air. The
vellow cactus blossoms were like cakes
of flame. A scarlet flower fairly
burned into the sight. Cirace devel-
oped a new enthusiasm every day, and
piled her palette with cobalt and
chrome. Even Fleming, who had pre-
ceded them, smoked a trifle faster than
usaal and grunted out now and then:
“Put on your loore pure. Make her
jump.”

So they painted from morning till
night, keeping two or three studies
under way at once—putting in blues
where Woodson saw greens, and pur-
ples where he saw nnﬁliug but nonde-
script sand, and doing all the inexpli-
cable things that should be done ac-

such

cording to he
istes.

Woodson sat by and chaffed. He
couldn’ paint. He wouldn's. smoke.
He parried Grace’s occasional inquie-
ing glances by explaining that he was
nezotiating to go into the eattle busi-
nesda—a man was going to bring him &
herd on trial.

Meanwhile he arrayed his shapely
ficure in cowboyish top boots, blue
shirt and slonch hat, wlheh became
him immensely, and made a sinister
impression among the blazers anid ten=
nis suits of summering Mauitou.
Grace was absorbed and satisfied. One
day an idea struck him. “Grace,”
| said he, “I found a little bit down here
the other day that I’d like to have you
sketoh—to send home, you KEnow.
You'll do it, won't you?”

“Why, of course. I'll speak to Mr.
Fleming.”

“Oh, bang Mr. Fleming!” Woodson
broke in. “Fleming is gll right in his
way. but I want you—your sketch,
you know.”

The place was qunite a distance
away, over the mesa. They set out
for it the next day.

“Here it is,” Woodson exclaimed,
afier quitea tramp, pointing over the
burning plain to.where a rvow of cot-
tonwoods were banked against the
sky, tremulous in the wibrant air.
“There, do that; call it ‘A Hundred
in the Shade,” or something like that.”

“It doesn’t seem to compose Very
well,” Grace murmured, holding the
tips of ler fingers together and inclos-
ing the picture in arosy frame through
which she gazed. balf shutting her
eyes in truly artistic intentness.

“Well, never mind that; get the
character of it. You know Fleming
says the character’s the thing. That’s
what I want—the character—the true
character of this beasily country.”

So Grace donned her big blue apron
and set to work with her biggest
brushes. But somehow she had trou-
ble. The quality of that sky, burning
with light and yet deep in hue, did
not seem to reside in cobalt, however
fresh from the tube. The value of the
streteh of plain, tremulous under the
flaring heavens, disturbed her, too,
and when she came to put in the airy
wall of cottonwoods along the horizon
the whole thing ended in a paioty
muddle,

“Oh, I can’t do anything to-day,”
Graee exclaimed, petulantly, wiping
her troubled brow with the back of
her hand and leaving a streak of blue
along her forehead that intensified her
puzzied look.

“Why don’t you put those trees in
green?” Woodson asked, with serious
concern, as Grace renewed her strug-
gle with the regulation blues and pur-
le.

“Bul I don’t see them so0,” she mur-
mured, in a moment of absorbed ef-
fort.

“Grace,” he blurted ont almost be-
fore he knew it, “I don't believe you
see anything. Excuse me, but I don’t
believe yvon ever did. 1 don’t believe
in your art; I don’t believe in your ca-
reer; I don’t believe in your independ-
ence! You're simply spoiling the
nicest girl in the world with it. You
see everything through Fleming's
eves. You see things blue and purple
because he does; and he—well, he sees
things that way because some fellows
over in Paris do, and I don’t believe in
it. There, now. I've said it; come.”

* But it was not. arranged that he
should finish what he had to say. He
had looked down to the ground where
he sat as he spoke of Fleming. When
he looked up Grace was several feet
away from him, hurrying down the
kill, with her head bowed.

“I'ma brute—a miserable brute!”
Woodson remarked to himself with
considerable force, as he watched her
striding toward the half dry creek.
“But some one ought to have told.
Her art is all foolishness. Look at
Fleming, even. He’s 40, and I'd like
to know where he'd be if it wasn’t for
his teaching. But I'm a brute, just
the same—a heartless brate!”

There was a plam thicket along the
creek, and after watching Grace dis-
appear within it Woodson set about
picking up her sketching kit. This
done, it oceurred to him that it would
be a proper penance on his part to
wash lier brushes—he had always
hated dirty bronshes so. Gathering
them up he started toward the creek.
When he ot there he conld see no
sign of Grace. Could it be that any-
thing had happened to her? The
thought made him cateh 'his breath
for a moment. He koew she was im-
pulsive— capable of any rash move in
2 moment of excitement. Then he
keard a stirring in the plum thicket,
and ha came face to face upon her ina
little opening, crying softly to herself.
“Grace,” he called, “why, what’s the
matter? I know I'm a brute, butl
didn’t think you'd take it s0.”

“Oh, can’t you help me?” she plead-
ed, and bezan groping about and feel-
ing aimlessly with her hands.

“Why, what's the matter?” he quer-
jied again, as she came groping toward
him and stumbled against him.

“Can't you help me at all?”

“Of course 1 can, small girl; you're
all right. Nothing shall touch you,”
he reiterated as his arms closed tight-
1y around her.

“Oh, silly, can’t you see I've lost my
olasses?” she exclaimed, pulling away
from him and Hushing red among the
greenery. But he held her tight.
“You don’t want them; you see bet-
ter without them, blueeyes. Confess,
now, you never really saw before.
Give up trusting in those wretched
glasses and trying to be independent.
Come, see your career through my
e:r.es'?l

But =till she held back at arm’s
length really defiant. His fingers left
& white circle where they clasped her
wrists. She seemed ready to ery and
then smiled instead. *You'll get my
glasses if 1 promise®

He nodded.

Suddenly throwing her arms about
bis neck she said: “I always liked
your eyes,” and pressed a kiss on
either lid. “Maybe you were right
about my art,” she added seriously.
“But—this needn’t interfere, need jt?™

“Interfere! Why, I'll tell that man
that I've decided not to take his cattle
and we’'ll turn the whole herd into
paint."—@G. Melville Uplon, in Kate
Field's Washinglon.
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A Hard-Hearted People.

Filial piety finds no place in the Thi-
betan character. It 18 no uncommon
thing for a son to turn his father,when
too old to work, out of doors, and leave
him to perish in the cold. The super-
stition that the souls of the dead can,
if they will, haunt the living, drives
their hardened natures to gain by the
exercise of ernelty the promise of the
dying that they will not return to
earth. As death approaches the dying
person is asked, “Will you come back
or will you not?* If he replies that
be will they pull a leather bag over
his head and smother him; if he says
he will not. e is allowed to die 1n
pesce,

Physicians are now able to wash out
the s}:slem through the natural _t'i_tan-
nels of circulation by means of injeet-
ed fluid, and Dr. Max Hilderband, of
San Francisco, states that it is possible
to infuse into the veins, without dan-
ger to the animal, an amonot equal
to four times the nornmis!. quantity ol
blood. o

>

IN A RING OF FIRE.

A Thrililng Experience In & Prairie Fire

We whipped up the horses and drove
toward, the upland, thinking thus to
escape the.__oreatest danger. We
reached the high ground before meet-
ing any flame, and we were greatly re-
joiced to see that much of the grass
was still fairly green here. though
thickly bestrewn with patches of long-
er grass that was dry.

The fierce fAames now approached,
rushing along with firrious speed,
erackling and snupping—the sound
slone being sufficient to strike terror
to the stoutest heart. Galloping along
the line of fire, we found that where it
crossed a little ravine the flames were
not so high, for the grass was quite

reen there. We dashed throngh the

ne of flame, .suffering brief tortures
of suffocation, and a severe stinging
and smarting of our eyes, caused by
the intense heat and pungent smoke.

Once through,we congratulated our-
selves on the hope that we should yet
escape; for, going in this direction,
rightin the teeth of the wind, we
could travel more rapidly than the
pursuing Hames. .

While passing through the fire, I re-
called the proverb “It's an ill wind
that blows nobody good,” for just in
advance of the line 0% flame clouds of
swallows darted here and there, catch-
ing the hosts of insects started up by
the heat of the burning grass.

We now heard galloping hoofs, and
we soon saw two Indians (Osages) ap-
proaching through the smoke. “Where
are you going?” they asked, in their
own language. “To Gray Horse,”
our driver replied,in the same tougue.
They fold him that the prairie wasa
mass of flames in that direction, and
that,we must go back. We responded
that all was flame in that direction.
Notwithstanding the indifference to
danger nsually ascribed to redskins,
these Indians showed unmistakable
signs of terror. Some further guick
conversation informed us that they,
like ourselves, had seized an oppor-
tunity to penetrate the line of flame,
thinking thus to escape.

We all were now inclosed in a grad-
ually narrowing ring of fire. To clear
the space around us by burning off the
grass—to start a “back-fire,” as it is
called- —~was our only chance for safety;
and this we attempted. A large space
was cleared before the oncoming fire
reached us. We hoped to escape with
but singed eyebrows, and a few mo-
mentg of gulfocation; and this we
would have considered a fortunate de-
liverance. But we found our last
chance failing wus. The back-fire we
started against the wind had burned
only the Ery grass, and in doing this
had served as a furnace to dry the
greener grass. Thus the prairie-fire,
reaching our burned district, found the
greener grasses killed aund dried, and
hence hal almost as much fuel as out-
side.

The fite was now close around us.
The varying currents of air heated by
the flame whirled and rose, and gusts
of eold air, rushing in to replace the
hot air, caused a whirlwind, and a
great well of smoke and flame was
thuos formed. Within this well we
stood, as yet unharmed and with con-
stant supply of cool air, but expecting
death.

It was a dreadful moment; the moth-
er and child were erying; the Indians,
with uplifted arms, were calling upon
the Great Spirit, in a weird chant.
Suddenly we felt an unusually strong
rush of cold air from one side, and,
looking up, I saw a strange and wel-
come sight. A long tongue of flame
had ran toward and into our circular
prison from the main fire, and had
burped 4 lane from the outlying burnt
area to us. Through this lane, formed
by walls of fire, came rushing ina
current gf cold, clear air. This kept
the smoke blown away, and we saw
plainly the path of escape thus prov-
identially afforded us, when all ho
seemed pone.—F. H, Kellogg, in
Nicholas.
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Prefers City Life.

“This ideal country life the poets
and the fiction builders prate about is
a humbug,” said W. C. Moore, to a
reporter for the St. Louis Globe-Demo-
craf. “One would suppose by reading
those beautiful idyls that life in the
country was one never-ending round
of ecstatic bliss; but it isn't.

“I filled up with that class of litera-

ture and longed for country life. 1
wanted to inhale the fragrance of new
mown hay and fall pippins—to be
awakened mornings by mocking birds
singing in the apple tree under your
window, to go out and wade around
barefoot in the dew and listen to the
soft lowing of the kine.
“The spell is broken; the charm has
lost its potency. In the summer you
are stiffled with dust and in the winter
you stick fast in the mud. Your morn-
ing mocking bird is a jackass with
lungs like = Stentor, and when you
attempt to paddle around in the dew
the knife grass saws your toes of.

“You are cut off trom theaters and
libraries, and the village choir sets
your teeth on edge. You can't get a
fresh steak withont killing a whole
cow, and the best butter is shipped
away to feed the bloated epicures of
the city. Your morning paper reaches
you at sundown, and you sneak up a
back alley and absorb warm beer from
a bottle instead of having it slid down
s mahogany bar.in an iced schooner.
Excuse me. I have had enough of the
Arcadia business. Doubtless country
life has a charm, but I failed to find
it. The city is good enough for me.”

Without opanin% a single additional
seam, there is probably enough coalin
view in New South Wales to enable
10,000,000 tons to be put out annually
for some years to come. This amount
is more than double the present pro-
duction.

Saying Good Night.

There is a tender sweetness about
some of our common phrases of af-
fectionate greeting, simple and unob-
trusive as they are, which falls like
dew upon the heart says Harper's Ba-
zar. (xo0od night! The little one lisps
it'as, gowned in white, with shining
face and hands, and prayers sdid, she
toddles off to bed. Sisters and broth-
ers exchange the wish; parents and
children; friends and friemls. Fa-
miliar use has robbed it of its signifi-
cance to some of us; we repeat it
automatically without much thought.
But consider. We are, as voyagers,
putting off from time to time upon an
unexplored sea. Our barques of life
set sail and go upward into the dark-
ness; and we asleep upon our pil-
lows, take no such care as we do
when awake and journeying by day-
light. Of the perils of the night,
whatever they may be, we take no
heed.
es over us, but it is the vigilance of
one stronger and wiser than we, who
is the Eternal Good. Good and God
spring from the same root, are the
same in meaning. “Good-by" is only
“God be with yvou.” “Good night” is
really “God-night,” or “God guard the
night.”

%L would be a churlish household in
which these gentle forms of speech
were ignored or did not exist. Alike
the happy and the sorrowful, day by

day, may say “Good night.”

An unsleeping vigilance wateh- |

Highest of all in Leavening Power.— Latest U, S. Gov’t Report.

Rl R

ABSOLUTELY

CIANTS OF THE EARLY DAYS.

Tradition May Be Correct, but Scignce
Doubts Their Existence,

It is a thing worthy of some notice
thatl there is hardly any collection of
folk lore that does not contain some
veference to human beings of a size far
above that of the ordinary man. These
giants were for the most partonly
great in stature, their intellectual
characteristics being even below those
of the ordinary men who lived in the
dim fable land of prehistoric times.
In the world’s nursery tales the giant
often figures t@gether with fairies and
elfin sprites, and when those talesare
outgrown there is a general disposition
to class the giant with the other deni-
zens of fairyland as a2 mere myth of the
imagination, a companion of hobgob-
lins and talking cats. The ogre van-
ishes with Puss in Boots or Jack and
the Bean Stalk, as a scientific impossi-
bility, says the Cincinnati Commercial
Gazette.

Of a truth science has not as yet
given assenl to any theory that there
once existed n race of giants on this
earth. Even the once despised dragon
and the scorned sea serpent have
found a warmer niche in the scientific
heart than Gog and Magog. Scientitic
agnosticism has no credence for the
stirring stories of ginnts, like those of
Gaelie and Teutonic folk lore. Yet it
is quite possible that science is wrong
and that tradition is right. Tt can be
tiken as a fact that tradition often is
acceptxl as right when new discover-
ies bring to light the long-hidden rel-
ics of an obscure past.

Priam, Agamemnon, and other fig-
ures of tradition have been accepted
as realities by modern history as
the result of the discoveries of this
ceptury. In the main, tradition is
proving to be much more reliable than
it once scemed. Even on the giant
question some modern scientist may
be said to be “on the fence,” as a con-
sequence of the discoveries of late
years. To the unscientific, however,
there appears to be good reason for be-
lieving in a race of giants ss a matter
of common sence.

When the world was first covered
with animals, those creatures were of
great size. It is generally believed
that the early man was much longer
lived than his descendants, and in the
steady progress of growth it seems
strange, indeed, if he did not attain
greater size in his many years. More
than this, however, the prehistorie
creatures are known to have been of
wondrous proportions. The hypsi-
prymnus was some thirty feet long,
and the modern kangaroo would seem
a dwarf beside him. The mosasaurus
was eighty feet long, while his modern
descendants vary in size from the alli-
gator to the crocodile, rarely, if ever,
tweniy feet long. The larlaps, a
jumping lizard, stood twenty-five feet
igh, dwarfing the lizard of the present
daly to insignificance.

n view of these facts it is unreason-
able to conjecture that amid that
world of monster creatues monster
men also stalked? Science, because it
has not as yet found as many skeletons
of giant men as of giant lizards, gives
no support to the traditions which up-
hold the existence of such a race of
human beings; but as from time im-
memorial mankind has kept its dead
in inaccessible places, the failure as
yet to discover mammoth men, in
view also of the fact that wild animals
were far more plentiful than prehis-
toric men, and that even of the
rimeval animals but few remains
ave been discovered, it is more than
unwise te conclude that in this matter
tradition is wholly at fault, =

HUNCRY TRAMP AND HIS CHICKEN.

He Csatches and Cooks It with Much
Skill and Little Labor.

The tramp has an ingenious way of
obtaining & chicken, says the N. Y.
World. e must avoid all noise. The
slightest cackling on the part of the
bird would be fatal to his dinner.

He proceeds to get a stick about ten
feet long, to the end of which be binds
a cross-piece, making a rude perch.
Then, stationing himself under a tree
in which the chickens are roosting, he
picks out his particular bird and gently
brings his perch up in front of her.

1f the fowl does not step on at once
he rubs his perch gently up and down
against her breast until she finally
steps on and promptly goes tlo sleep
again. The tramp shoulders the stick
and marches up the road out of hear-
ing distance of the house. E

How many people, after a raid on
their henroost by the tramp in the
dead of night, stop to think how he
cooked his chicken? If they give the
matter a thought at all they supposs,
he will start & small fire and broil it.
But he will do nothing of the kind. In
fact, it would be impossible for him to
do so without removing the feathers,
and, as_ that would require a little
labor, of course it would not be at-
tempted. .

His kitchen utensils consist gener-
ally of a broken knife and a tin cup.
With his knife he will kill and clean
the ehicken in very much the same
way any housewife would, except that
he will make the opening in the breast
much smaller. His seat of operations
will be on the bank of some little
brook, where he will build a fire. Then
comes the part which he thoroughly
dislikes, for he must work. He makes
a very thin paste of clay and water,
and taking a handfol commences to
rub it well over the chicken, feathers
and all.

After this is well worked in he takes
another handful of a little thicker
paste and rubs it over the first layer.
So he continues, each layer being
about an eighth of an inch thick, unti
he has a coating of two or three inches
gll over the bird, and it resembles a
i huge mud ball. Then he heaves a
sigh of relief, for his labor is com-
pleted.

Nothing further is necessary but to
put the “mud ball” in the fire, and in
about twenty minutes it is transformed
into a savory meal. When the chicken
is done the clay is baked like a brick.
After cracking it, it peels off, carrying
with it the feathers and skin, leaving
{ the chicken smoking and white, a de-
licious morsel.

Vegetation on Mars.

The red glow ¢f the planet Mars has
puzzled everybody but a French as-
tronomer, whe givesit as his opinion
that the vegetation of that faraway
world is crimson instead of green. Hea
also says that ke hasn't the least doubt
| that there are single flowers on Mar’s
surface as large as the incorporated
limits of Paris.

PLENTY OF TIME TO SPARE.

He Had Just One Minute in Which &o
Take Back His Charges.

A group of club loungers were ex-
changing i!rtilmir.list.*.mu:ml when the
youngest of the up spoke up in a
tone that promis%?; 1;00%0 stor?. says
Nast's Weekly.

“I can tell you an experience 1 had
when I was with an engineering party
in Idaho a few years ago. A prominent
manr<dn the camp,bhad suddenly disap-
peared, and it was generally believed
that Murphy—or rado Jack, as
he was familiarly OWID—Was ao-
countable for the disappearance.
Murphy was a typical westerner, was
born in the west, had roved around in
the west for years, and it goes without
saying that he was an expert at poker
and a crack shot. There were alread
eleven notches upon the handle of hi:
revolver when I met him. He was
absolutely fearless and was re
as the terror of the camp. Notwith-
standing the suspicions that arose con-
cerning the old colonel's disa -
ance, thers was no positive evidence
that Murphy was the murderer, and
probably the right arm of the law
would have proved a little weak any-
way in a case in which Murphy was
invglved.

“I was playi ker ons evening in
the bar-room, :EJ” may possibly l;‘n"
been affected somewhat by my half
dozen drinks. Ihad a dead c{neh. I
thought, on my opponent, and the
chances were in favor of my becoming
richer by about $1,500, when Mur-
pby sauntered in. He lounged around
the bar for a few minutes, but finding
nothing else to interest him he swag-
gered over to our table and watched
the game. Seeing that I was about to
win, he remark insolently to my
companion, ‘Don’t let that tenderfoot
get the best of you. Put down that
ten.”

“I fired up in the second and was
ready to knock him down.

“:Stiddy, now, Billy; stiddy,’ he said
to me jeeringly.

“Of course I lost my temper, called
him & murderer and accused him of
killing Brown, and added that every
body knew it. Eyeing me coolly, he
drew out a silver-mounted derringer,
with the remark:

“Young man, I'll Eive you just ome
minute to take that back.™
Here one of the club members broke
in with the remark:

“You killed the scoundrel with his
cwn gun of course,” in the tone of one
who had anticipated the point of the
story.

The narrator tilted back his chair
and thrust his thumbs in the armholes
of his vest.

“Gentlemen,” he remarked dryly, “I
had just fifty-nine seconds to spare.”

TOWN OF VIOLIN-MAKERS.

Mittanwald, in Bavaris, the Home ef
Matthias Kiotz and His Asslstants.

Mittenwald, with its curious, fres-
coed houses, is pictumsg:al]’_ sitnated
on the Isar river, in_Bavaria, and is
overlooked by the Kurwandel and
Wetterstein mountains. It is reached
by train to Murnau, ‘and thence by
sledge or the post omnibus, says the
N. Y. Journal.

In past ages it was a halting place
for the Romans on their way to the
Danube, and in the middle ages it

layed a not. ummportant partasa _

Ealf-way station on the commercial
highway between Augsburg and Bo-
zen. The place flourished for about
two centuries, and then prosperity
threatened to forsake the cld-fashioned
town.

It was rescused by a native, Mat-
thias Klotz, who in his” boyhood was
apprenticed to Nicolo Amati, the cele-
brated Cremona violin maker. Young
Klotz seems to have had such aptitude
or his craft, and in consequence to
have aroused such jealousy in the
hearts of his fellow-apprentices, that
his life became intolerable.’

After eight years he quitted Cre-
mons, and during the next two years
wandered about from place to place,
still makinE it his business to perfect
himself in his craft.

When he returned to Miltenwald, at
the of nineteen, it was to found a
school for violin-making. His first
care, however, was to enter the church
and ask God's blessing on his enter-

rise, in witness whereof he carved
Kis name on the side of the altar-stone:
«Matthias Klotz, Gelgéen-Macher, im
20, Jahr, 1684."

In the making of violins much de-
pends on the wood for tome. Inthis
respect Mittenwald is fortunats, for in
its woods the pine and maple are not
only sbundant, but the grain and
resonant qualities of the wood are 'ad-
mirably adapted for stringed musical
instruments.

Before Klotz’ time Jacob Stainer of
Absom near Inuosbruck, another emi-
nent maker, used to visit the place in
search of wood, and he did not fail to
excite the curiosity of the people when
he would knock the trees with his
hammer and then put his ear close to
the trunk to hear the sound.

It was now Klotz' turn to make
known to the inhabitants that it was
his wish te do for Mittenwald what
Jacob Stainer, whom they had seen or
heard of, had done for Absom, and the
people must have listened eagerly to
his story; for now on fine daysone
may see evervwhere in the town rows
of violins, guitars, and zithers, newly
varnished hanging out to dry in the
gardens. 3

The back and belly of a violin are
each of two pieces generslly, and are
eut so that when the two are glued to-
gether the figure of the in in each
half shall match. Another point of in-
terest is that the belly and back are
not bent, but are “dug out” of the
solid plank—a tedious operation, re-
quiring infinite care. Altogether, it
may be added, a violin usually con-
sista of seventy different pieces (in-
cluding the bow) and weighs under a
pound.

By placing two iron bars at seven or
eight yards distance from each other
and putting them in communication
on one side by an insulated wire and
on the other side with a telephone, it
is said that a storm can. be predicted
swelve hours ahead through a_certain
deand sound heard in the receiver.

The great orgsn in the old mormon
church at Salt Lake City has 2,704
pipes, each 32 feet long and large
enongh to admit the body of a man af
ordinary size. It was built in the early
days, when all freight was handled
from Missouri river points across the

plains with ox teams.




